DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
eyed man in the country of the blind and with compassion in my
heart for these people who so stoutly turned their faces to the
future. If they had been despondent and overawed I should
have found it easier to bear. But, in spite of all that had happened in
the world, they still had their faith, they still believed in the victory
of that cause for which the World War was said to have been fought
— the right of small nations to live their own lives. The thought
of the shock that this faith was going to receive overclouded those
glorious June days, for me.
Just before I left London, in May, I had given a cocktail party
and among the people who came to it was the managing director
of a Prague newspaper. He asked me if I thought there would be
war, and I said no, Czechoslovakia would disintegrate without war
because she would be faced with the threat of overwhelming force
and would be deserted by those who alone could help her to resist
it. He thought this a wild opinion and said that, even if deserted,
the Czechoslovak army would never retire without fighting; he
had not seen, as I had, the growth of the new German army, and
its first employment, in Austria. When he returned to Prague he
looked up all the reference books and told me triumphantly, when
I saw him there in June, that frontiers had never in history been
substantially altered-without war. When I saw him in October
he said to me, 'You are a prophet.3
Who wants to be a prophet?
I was glad to have had those summer days in Prague, I felt that
I should not often see that Prague again, The more I see of it
the more I come to think that Prague is one of the loveliest of all
the cities I know. It has not the incomparable surroundings of
Vienna, it has not the peerless river front of Budapest, But the
Hradschin, with St. Vitus's Cathedral, dominating the city; the
Moldau curving by beneath its ancient Charles Bridge; the lovely
old winding streets and houses, still unspoiled; the narrow alley
where the alchemists sought the secret of making gold; the iron-
workers and woodworkers and leatherworkers and glassworkers,
almost the last craftsmen in Europe; all these combine to make a
city of inexhaustible beauty. I never take a walk in Prague with*
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